when the ship lays to, for a man waving a newspaper
called Az Ember.' And so he did.

"Gondor had to board the tender in the pouring rain
at eight in the morning, soaked to the skin. At three in the
afternoon they let him aboard the liner Rex, where he
frantically waved the paper. Within a few minutes we
met according to plan, and went to the immigration offi-
cial's desk. But before Mr. Gondor could start the pre-
pared speech that he had carefully memorized on my be-
half, I turned on my visa-getting smile, and immediately
got an entry permit for a year. Gondor took me to M.'s
room, 835 in the Plaza.

"M. was in such pain that he could hardly shake hands.
When I knocked on his door I was still a tourist. But the
moment I crossed the threshold I became a nurse."

5 "At last I have met Max Reinhardt, in the Neugroe-
schl Restaurant on West 8ist Street. I would never have
believed he was so superstitious. He showed us a little gold
figure 13 on his watch-chain. He told us it was his super-
stition on opening nights to spit ever so slightly on the
back of actors he had directed, so that they should make
a hit. The rules of this superstition require that the actor
must not be aware of it. M. told how on the opening of his
phyTbe Devil at Turin in 1908, Zacconi, then the leading
Italian actor, accidentally spat on him on the darkened
stage. M. now begins to think it may not have been acci-
dent, but superstitition."
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